Loties Labours lojh 

Peda. And certes the text mod infallibly concludes it. Sir I 
doc inuite you too, you fhall not fay me nay : pauca verba. 
Away, the gentles, are st their game, and we will to our reerta. 
ation, ' Exeunt. 

Enter Berowne with a Paper in his hand, alone. 

Hero. The King he is hunting the Dearc, 
tarn courfing myfelfc. 

They haue pitcht aToyle,|am coylinginapytcb,pitch that de- 
files; defile a foulcword: Well, fee thecdowne forrow; forfo 
they fay the foole faid, and (ofay I, and I the foolc : well proued 
wit. By thcLordthis.Loueisasraadase^M.v, it kils flseepe, it 
kills mee,l-a(heep ; well proued againc a my fide.I will not louc; 
if I doe hangmec : y faith I willnot ,0 but her eye: by this light,’ 
but for her eve, I would not ioue her ; yes, (or her two eyes. 
Well, I doe nothing in the world but lye, and lye in my tbroate* 
By heauen i doe louc, and it hath taught me to Rime, and to be 
mailichollie 5 and here is part of my Rime, and heerc my mal. 
lichoiic. Well, (he hath one a’my. Sonnets already thcClowne 
bereit, the foole fent it, and the Lady hath it : fweet Clowne, 
fweeter Foole, tweeted Lady, By the world, I would not care a 
pin, if the other three were in. Here comes one with a paper, 
Cod gvue him grace to grone, 

■tie Stands afide. The King entreth. 

Kin. Aymee! ■ 

Ber. Shot by heauen:proceede fweet thou had thump: 
hltti with thy Birdbolc vnd<rthe left pap : in faithfccrecs. 

King. So fweet a kifle thegolden Sunne giucs not, 

To thole frc(h morning drops vpon the Rofe, 

As thy eye beames, when their trejh rayfe haue fmot. 

The night of dew that on my checke* downc flowcsi 
Nor fiiines thefiluer Moone one halfe fo bright, 

Through the tranfparant bofome of tho.dcepe, 

As doth thy face through tearcs of mine giue light . 

Thou Alin'd in eucry tcarethatl doewcepe, 

No drop , but as a Coach doth carry thee : * 

So rideil thou triumphing in my woe.. 

Do but behold, the tearcs that fwcll b me. 

And they thy glory through my griefe will (haws. 
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nut doenot Ioue thy fclfc,then thou wilt keeps 
My tearcs for glades, and (fill make me weeper 
O Queenc ofQuecncs,ho.w iarredoft^hou excel!. 

No thought can thinkc, nor tongue of mortall tell. 

How (lull Ihe know my griefes?Ilc drop the paper. 

Sweet leaue* fhadcfblly. Who is he comes heerf 

Enter Longauile. The Kingfieps afide 

WhitLongaxilt, and reading : liften eare. 

Ber. Now-in thy likencffe, one more foolc appearc. 

Lone. Ay me, I am forfworne.- 

Bert Why, becomes in likeapcriure, wearing papers. 

Long. In Ioue 1 hope, fweet fcllowfliip inlhamc. 

Bcr. One drunkard loues another of the name. 

Lon, AmT the firft, that haue beetle periur’d lo f 
Ber. I'could put thee in comfort, not by two that I know. 
Thou makeft the triumphery , the corner cap-of focietic. 

The lhape of Loues Tiburne,chat hangs vp fimplicitie. 

Lon. 1 feare thefe dubborn lines lack power to mouc. 

0 fweet Maria, Emprcde of my Loue, 

Thefe numbers will I teare, and writein profe. 

Ber. ORimcsare gardson wanton Cupids hofc 0 
Dififigure not his Shop. 

Lon, Thisfame (hall goer 

He reades the Sennet. 

D id not the heav.enly Rhetoric k. of thine eye, 

Garnfi whom the world cannot hold argument^ 
Perfwade my heart to thisfalfe periurie ? 

V owes for thee broke defenses notpttnijhmento 
A woman I forfworc,but 1 will prone. 

Thou being a Goddeffe , Iforfwore not thee. 

Iffy vow was earthly, thou a heauenly Loue. 

Thy grace being gain d, cures all difgrace in me. 
Vowes are but breath, and breath a vapour if. 

Then thou faire Sun, which on my earth doeji fhine 3 
Exhale ft thisvapor-vow , inthee it is : 

If broken, then it is no fault of mine : 

If by me broke-, what foole ts no tfo wife , 

To lofe an oath , to win a Paradifeb. 
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